
)

IPS?

POT ar

SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I. Ird Wilfred Vlncrnt
ami Archibald Terhunv arc introducc-- at
the opening of the story. In England, the
litter relating the tale-- . The pair on an
outinK mlis their train and neking rec-
reation meet "the Honorable Aga'ha
WyckhofT," whose hand la much soilitafter, because of her wealth. On visii'.n--

castle they are Introduced
to two other girls, both known as Agath-- i
Wyckhoff.

C1IAFTKR II. At dinner three other
Atratha Wyokhoffs are introduced ami
the plot revealed. The deceased step-
father, in an eccentric moment, made his
will so that the real Agatha, heiress to
his fortune and the castle at Wye, I3ng-Jan- d,

might wed her affinity. Thus Mrs.
Armiatead, chaperon, was in duty bound
to keep the rea.1 Agatha's identity
known and aultora were invited to
out for the hand of the heiress. An at-
tempt by Terhune to gather a clew trom

ithe chaperon falls.
CHAPTER III. Terhune finds old bookscontaining- picture of a former Baroness

Wyckhoff. which Is exactly like Agatha
Sixth, whom he is courting. Vincent en-
tertains them nil ami while riding withAgatha she confer her love for
him and also that s' is the real heir-
ess. He spurns lirr ron sil.

(Continued from last week)

Thl ' was " true, incongruous as it
nay teem, Vincent's one serious hob-
by I don't consider his paint-dabblin- g

erioua which had to do with re-

search and scholarship, was his love
lor things ancient In general, and
family trees in particular. It had
9n. Baroness Wyckhoff's wish that
oma review of the lives of the barons
f that name should be made, since

tit last one had died, and Mrs. Arm-
iatead had given her secretary this
work to do. I eyed Vincent searching-t- y

as he spoke, but his face was so
thoroughly unconscious that my sus
picions were disarmed completely.

"Yes," he said, "there are a lot of
rery Interesting old books in that
library."

"Yes." I said, "that's why you and
Hill Marsh spend so much time there,
I suppose. I'm glad to hear It. I
really couldn't Bee what you thought
waa ao attractive " A sharp blow
la tie chest Interrupted my speech.

"Chut u," Vincent hissed la my
car; "don't you see Miss Marsh V

Am be spoke that young person
tripped lightly up the wide stone steps
of the veranda and 'was about to pass
n when Vincent stopped her.

Oood morning," he said, his hat in
bis band. "Are you beginning work
so early?" and he looked at the papers
carried under her arm.

"Yes," she said, "I have a new idea
about that last chapter we wrote."

"I'm sorry I can't be with you thi3
morning," he answered, and she passed
Into the house. She wore a whlto
frock and a natty little blue apron, and
I must admit looked very fresh and
dainty, but Wilfred's tone was so cool
and conventional that I mentallly
freed Wm again from my accusation
.bat he was In the midst of a warm
flirtation, though you will agree with
me that appearances had been very
much against him.

But that evening when he and I
were having our nightly bedroom col-
loquy I was obliged to admit that
Vincent, considering his methods. ha
accomplished a great deal. With soma
embarrassment he related to me the
tale of his horseback ride in the morn-inc- .

and I must say it completely un-

settled my belief in the discovery I
had made as to the Identity of the real
Honorable Agatha Wyckhoff. Neither
Vincent nor I knew what to make of it.

"Do you know, Arch," he said, stri-
ding up and dowto my room,. "I've been
through a horrible experience to-da-

It was an awful shock to me, and a
lesson."

"I'm glad It was a lesson," said I.
There are so few lessons In Vincent's
life.

Yes." he said, "I felt like a beastly
cad. And I don't see what I've done Ito deserve it. Of course, I've held
her hand a couple of times "

"That bad habit of yours again," I
murmured.

"And I've looked at her a lot she'swgot the most soul-movin- g eyes y
know."

I didn't know, but I nodded. The
boj was very much In earnest.

"But I never thought," he went on
"I never thought she she " He

stopped and the words seemed to stick
In bis throat.

"Great heaven, man," I cried in my
Impatience, "get it out. What didn't
you think she'd do?"

"I never thought she'd really care
for me," he muttered, shamefacedly,
nd turned his back on me.
"What do you mean?" I demanded.

Impatiently. He is most exasperating.
"Why, this." He ceased his restless
alk and stood on the hearth rug, fa-

cing me. "We'd been out about an
onr this morning, Agatha Fifth and

I, and we'd been getting up into the
billy country, when suddenly we came
out of the woods and saw below us
the grandest stretch of country you
can imagine."

Here he broke off and went into a
rhapsody over the sky-lin- e and the
grazing sheep, and said something
about Utopia and Eden and other
things like that, until he got through
at last and came to the Interesting
art. They can't hel coin on. like

PMCTUEES MY

WAEXMMS

AGATHA

that these artist fellows, and Vincent
never looses an opportunity to get in
a bit of description.

"Well," he continued, "I was just
enjoying- - that view and saying nothing,
when she stopped switching the tops
off the harebells with her crop and,
turning those warm hazel eyes of hers
on me, she aaid in a low 'voice, as if
what she said didn't matter at all, 'I
love you!' "

"What!" I shouted. "She didn't?"
"She did," asserted Vincent ruefully,

but with firmness "She did. Just like
that, out of a clear sky. Simply folded
her hands and looked at me and told me
she loved me."

"Angels and ministers of grace, de-

fend us!" I ejaculated. Nothing else
seemed adequate. "What under the
sun did you do?"

"Why, I told her simply that I didn't
love her, and couldn't marry her, and

was very sorry, but I thought we'd
better get on our horses and go home. "

"Quite right, if you don't really
care," I said, "but oh, Vincent!" as a
thought struck me, "just think, she
might have been the Honorable Agatha

the real and only honorable!"
"She rarf!' said Vincent.
I was speechless. This was the end

of it, then. 1 saw the millions taking
unto themselves wings, and my pan
of milk spilled. The real Honorable
Agatha had been discovered, ' the
secret was out. but she had avowed
herself as loving Vincent and he had
spurned her. After such a perform-
ance there was no chance for either
of us.

"How do you know she was?" I
asked, weakly.

"She told me so herself," be an-
swered.

"But after you refused her, I sup-
pose?"

"Of course," said Vincent, resign-
edly.

"But, Wilfred, my boy," I cried,
springing up, and knocking off my
glasses In my excitement, "couldn't
you change your mind, couldn't
you fix it up? If she really cared I
should think you could I"

Though this event would have
proved the deathblow to my own
hopes, still my interest In Vincent's
welfare Is so genuine tkat I couldn't
help, this ajloaa expostulation. But

again, ne misnmierstooa.
"You don't mean that, I know.

Arch," he said. "Of course I wouldn't
marry the girl when I really don't
care for her. But wasn't It the deuce
of a position to be in?"

"Oh. Wilfred, Wilfred!" I mourned,
"twenty mllliorre right la your grasp,
and you threw them away. I wish I'd
had your chance. Your poor father,
how disappointed he'd be if he
knew."

"He'd be more disappointed in me It
I had changed my mind and said I
would marry her just for the sake ot
the money," said the young man, cross
ly, and turntsg on his heel he left the

FOURTH.

room. . vincenTs getting sxfore Quick
tempered every day lately, and he
used to be so good natured. I'm sure
it was only natural and very disinter-
ested in me to bewail for him the re-

sult of the unfortunate affair that
morning.

CHAPTER IV.
For some days after that I was In a

quandary. Here, in the face of my
discovery in the library, was Vincent'
positive information that Agatha Fifth
was the heiress. Reluctantly I de-
termined that the likeness between
Agatha Sixth and the picture of thf
baroness was accidental, and began
to devote myself to the unfortunate
Ae:atha Fifth. She seemed much in-
clined to discourage me. but I perse-
vered and we soon became great
frinds. I found she was only 18, and
drew my own conclusions from this
fact. At 18 one's convictions are never
very deep-roote- neither - are one's
love affairs, and I thought it likely
ihat the girl would soon forget her

attachment for Vincent's
handsome face, and might begin to
think of someone else. Surely this was
a very natural belief! So the first two
weeks of our stay at the castle sped by
and I saw to my satisfaction that I
was gaining ground with the Honor-
able Agatha every day, while poor
Vincent wasted his time flirting with
each Agatha In turn (he had taken
up Agatha Sixth since my desertion)
or in assisting Miss Marsh to write up
a lot of old dead barons who were
much better left to a decent and dig-
nified obscurity.

One day, toward the close of the
two weeks, I met Vincent hurrying
through the hall toward the stairs.
He had on an old velveteen coat cov-
ered with paint daubs, his luncheon
basket was over his shoulder, and I

.guessed. that he was going on one. of
his sketching tours n search of fresh
woods and pastures new.

"Where are you going. Wilfred ?" I
asked, as he stopped, "and where's
Agatha Second?" She usually accom-
panied" him on his sketching expedi-
tions.

"Painting," he replied, concisely, ig
noring ray second- - cuestion; "and
where may you be gctn;?"

"For a walk with 'gatha Fifth." I
answered, smiling a .Jm a little pity-
ingly, perhaps. H had tost such a
phases! ,

Viicent nad ui eyes looked
wickod. "Wish you luck. Arch," he
said. "I've been watchine. ycur char-
itable efTorts to cut me out and be a
fathrr to mr litt'e frienn. A gratia Fifth,

' with grea amirat;b ; I forgot to
tell yi u" he lowered his voice, for
we ccrild reo A?aha Second on the
veranJa tr.'kln to Agatha Fifth "I
forgot to trli you that what Agatha
Fifth tch! mVlsn't truTl"

"Isn't true?" I repeated ir canister-natio-

"No; she confessed to me about a
week ago that she onlv ?Md sb.- - was
the real HcnorabI? A:;;: ha tc make
me marry her. She thought, the fool-
ish little girl, that she only hr.-- i to tell
me she was the heiress to :.'ke me
love her. And she said she. was sorry
and wouldn't do it agai end trie.. like
a child, and I forrave her Lad com-
forted her. She'll g-- t ever it all
right!" and laughing "nilarioaSir th
young rascal ran upstair?.

I was really vexed with W itref.
about this. I thought it 'wao ?y uu
kind of him to keep rue in .I t i;vs-J- for
so long about Agatha FiJ..:'s confes-
sion. Whai a lot vi time I'd
wasting! I resolved that I would re
turn to Agatha Sixth at the first op-

portunity, and I felt glad, even justi-
fied, that I had not told hiia about that
album which had betrayed the secret
to me. At this moment Agatha Sec-

ond appeared in the doorway.
"Hullo, Mr. Terhune," she said,

"where's Lord Wilfred?"
"He went upstairs," I said; "I don't

know for what." . I could hear him in
the distance singing at the top of his
lusty young voice

"Gentlemen rankers all are we-e--e "
till an g shout from Agatha
Second drowned the song completely.

"O-h-h-- Freddy," shrieked the
young lady, , with a lung power that
equaled Vincent's.

I shivered with indignation at the
liberty. "Freddy!" indeed!

At the third shout he heard her and
stopped singing to rend the air with
an answering cry.

"For goodness' sake, what are you
so long about?" she called. "Do hur-
ry up!"

"Coming!" roared ' Vincent, clatter-
ing down the two flights of stairs like
a wild horse, and I hurried out to
join Agatha Fifth, my hands over my
ears. Young people are so noisy nowa-
days.

Several evenings later Agatha Fourth
bad arranged to give a progressive
dinner party. She was to be the hes-tes- e

and the rest of us were her
guests. It was an evening-dres- s affair,
and I must say as we sat down to din-
ner I never saw a prettier group of;

girls.
Then the fun began. Agatha

Fourth's Idea In having a progressive
dinner party was for each of the girls
to move up one place with each course
so that they could all have turns sit-
ting by us. Itwas delightful; really,
I don't know that I ever attended a
jollier dinner party. Vincent kept
quoting from the Mad Tea Party iq
"Alice in Wonderland," and the girls
laughed at every single thing he said
Mrs. Armlstead, I am ashamed to say,
was not present; her head ached and
she had dined in her room. I am not
naturally noisy or riotous, but the
laughter and jokes of those six girls
were so infectious that I was oblid
to Join in with them. Vincent sat at
one end of the table and I at the oth
er, with three girls on each side of us.
The secretary, of course, was not
present.

Agatha Fourth had decorated the
table with some of the yellow rcsei
and wild fern that grew near the ces-tie- .

Agatha Sixth and I had found
them many times in our wanderings
and, by the way, she was looking es-

pecially lovely that evening. The girls
all wore shimmering white gowns, sim-lia- r

in design, with "silver ornaments,
but Agatha Sixth's gown was cream-colo- r

with ornaments of gold, and well
did it become her dark beauty.

We bad reached the very end of the
dinner, and bad Just made the last
change of places, which left me with
my favorite Agatha Sixth on my right
and Agatha Third on my left.

Suddenly, as the talk died down
and a certain contented silence el)
upon ua, Vincent rose to his feet, and
bowing to us formally, began to speak:

"Ladies and gentleman," he said,
making the last word pointedly sin-
gular, while the girls all laughed, "1

think you are all with me when I pro-
pose a vote of thinks to to er ou?
hostess" (I felt that he had nearly
said "Agatha Fourth!") "our hotrss,
for giving us so delightful an enter- -

'tainment." "He bowed . to Agatha
Fourth and went on:

"If sll progressive tea parties ar
termed mad I hope I may attend mny
such. But as I look around me,

itleman and ladies fair, across the "red
glow of the candle that turns the roei

!to redder gold, and as I gaze upen th
youth and beauty here assembled, tha

'like of which I have never before
looked upon" he made a courtly in- -

inclination of his head that included
every maid at the table, and they all

rslghed I heard them "as I look upon
:tbis noble room, this exquisite table,
?and think of the graclousness of such
i hospitality, I am Inspired to propose
a toast in which I feel confident votj
will all join me." At this climax Vin.
cent raised his glass above his head.
'To the real Agatha!" he cried "tq

' th real Honorable A.2th.!"
(To be continued next week)

"If it isn't an Eastman, it isn't a
kodak." Hareness has kodaks and
supplies. 21-- tf

M. J. Heyl reports the sale of pianos
to A. R. Crissman, The American
House, Wakeeney, Kansas, Bob Sloan,
Gorham, Ks., Christ Schmidt, Gorham,
Ks. - SS-- lt
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sewed on while you wait.
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jj Drugs, Toilet Articles
AND SUNDRIES.

Prescriptions carefully compounded
day or night. "We do not substitute."
(TIT We have a large and complete stock of Stationery, Sporting

Goods, Fishing Tackle. Pipes, Cigars and Tobacco. ...

Lowney's Chocolates and Bon-Bon-s.
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Women,

6c

Douglas shoe
for Men.
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Remember that quality is the true
test of Cheapness.
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Gas Engine Oil Wrenches
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Harness Braces
Stack Wire Pitch Forks

Pliers Handles
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